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The Devil's In The Details 


August 200! 


He ran along the corridor, his stomach churning, his heart hammering in his chest, tears streaming down his 


face. 


He skidded to a halt in front of the door, his hand was shaking as he placed it on the handle, he took a deep 
breath and pushed open the door. His legs buckled under him as he took in the figure on the bed; he was laying 
on his back with tubes and drips attached to his body connecting him to the monitors and dip bags placed next 
to the bed. He looked so thin, his skin had a grey hue and his eyes were closed, he didn't look asleep he looked 
dead. It was only the steady blip of the heart monitor that reassured Dave that he was actually alive. 


Dave slowly crossed the room dropping into the chair next to the bed, he took hold of a hand crushing it in his 


own. 


"Please don't die Tay. More tears slid down his cheeks as he watched the skinny chest rise and fall. "| love 
you, please don't die." 
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It had been an overdose, a potentially fatal mixture of drugs and alcohol, Taylor was in a coma and the doctors 
didn't know if he would make it, it was touch and go. Dave had known that Taylor was using drugs, they had 
argued about it several times, as recently as the night before, but the drummer had been closed off and 
angry, refusing to admit he had a problem. Dave had shouted, cajoled and begged Taylor to get help, finally 
telling him that if he continued to use he wasn't going to be there if he fucked up. He'd left the bar early and 
gone back to his room locking Taylor out, leaving Taylor to spend the night in his own room rather than with 


Dave. 


The call came in the early morning, the call telling him that Taylor had been rushed to hospital, and suddenly 
none of the arguments mattered, all that mattered was that Taylor was ill and he needed Dave. And Dave 


needed to be with him because Dave could't lose Taylor, he was the love of his life. 


He sat by Taylor's bed holding his hand. He talked to him, washed his face, brushed his hair, read to him, sang 
to him, held him, kissed him, he did everything he could to bring his Taylor back to him. He had never been so 


scared. 


Then Dave got the letter, the letter informing him that he was being sued over breach of contract and that a 
representative would be visiting him to discuss terms. And that was when Dave realized that all this was his 
fault, he was responsible for what was happening to Taylor, his own selfishness, his own fear, had ended up 


with Taylor hovering on the brink between life and death. 


It was never supposed to be like this; he was a kid, a fucking twenty two year old kid, when he'd signed that 
contract, the contract that made Nirvana the biggest band in the world. He didn't really understand what he 
was signing, didn't understand the terms, all he saw was the promise of success and at the time that was all 


he was concerned with, the small print was not important. 


He had picked up the proffered pen and signed his name, his full name, David Eric Grohl, and he'd never even 
questioned the terms. He was ambitious, full of dreams, and he had wanted to play in a band that made a 
difference, wanted to be part of musical history like his music idols. He wanted his music to give the same kind 


of joy to kids as the music of The Beatles, Led Zeppelin, hell even Abba, had given him. 


How fucking stupid he'd been, how naive to think that it wasn't going to come back to bite him in the ass. A 


deal is a deal and all contracts are binding. 


He sat by Taylor's bed holding his hand, stroking his hair, praying to god to save Taylor's life whilst his tears 


fell on his lover's face. 


"Praying won't help." The voice startled Dave, he'd been so wrapped up in his thoughts that he hadn't heard 


the man enter the room. 


"Praying is all | have left." Dave rubbed a hand over his face, he was so tired He focused his eyes on Taylor, 


he was still breathing, still alive. 
"Really David, | thought you were smarter than that. You know I'm the only one that can help you, help him." 


Dave raised his head to look at the man, it was the same man who had given him the contract all those years 


ago. "What do you want?" 
The man chuckled. "Let's sit and talk, its been a while David and there is much to discuss." 
Dave glanced back at Taylor, he was still breathing. 


"Don't worry, he won't die, at least not yet." The man pulled up a chair and sat opposite Dave. "So David, how 
has life been treating you the last 10 years?" 
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April 1991 


He was lonely, homesick, broke and stuck in Washington State where the rain was the only thing that could be 
counted on. He was sleeping on a couch in a grotty apartment in Aberdeen with Kurt and trying to make ends 
meet by playing as many shows in as many seedy venues as possible. He looked over at Kurt who was hunched 
up on the other end of the couch playing his guitar, he deserved more, they both deserved more, people say 
that good things come to those that wait but he was fucking tired of waiting. In this life you make your own 
luck, things don't just happen, you have to make them happen, and that's when he knew what he had to do. 


It took a while to arrange the meeting, he spent time in the library looking up names and places making sure he 
had the right information and even more time rehearsing what he would say when the meeting took place. He 


was nervous, even a little scared, but this was the only way that made sure they would be the band they 


should be. 

Dave turned up for the meeting at the allotted time, he took his guitar and played for the man who met him 
there, played until his fingers bled. The man had smiled and the contract was drawn up, a ten year deal that 
promised success, it was the deal of a lifetime and Dave couldn't pass it up. 

Six months later Nevermind became one of the fastest selling records ever, Nirvana were propelled into 
stardom and Dave didn't have to sleep on a couch anymore. 
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August 200l 


"The past IO years have been good for you have they not David?" The man smiled. "You have the success we 
promised is that not true?" 


"Yes." Dave mumbled, he couldn't deny that the deal had delivered on its promise. 
"And you recall the deal was for I0 years?" 


"Yes." At the time IO years had seemed a lifetime but sitting here now Dave realized that IO years was 
nothing. 


"And you remember the price we agreed upon?" The man pulled the contract from his briefcase and placed it 


on the bed. 

"Yes." Dave snatched the papers from the bed, he didn't want them touching Taylor. 

"And yet you have made no effort to pay." The man's smile was saccharine sweet but Dave knew the man 
behind the smile was anything but sweet. "In fact you have tried to avoid paying, and since you have ignored all 
our reminders we have had to take alternative payment." 

The man patted Taylor's leg making Dave cringe. 


"You had no right." Dave spat out the words. "No right" 


"IFs all in the small print David. Defaulting on your payment results in an item of equal value to be taken in 


place of the original agreed upon sum." 
"| was young and stupid, | had no idea what | was doing." 
"You think age and intellect matter?" The man tutted at Dave. "You know better than that." 


The man stood, picked up his briefcase and held out a hand to Dave. "A pleasure doing business with you 


David." 


"NO!" Dave shot out of the chair and grabbed the man's coat. "You can't do this. | won't let you take Taylor. He 


is my life, you can't take him." 


The man flicked a hand and Dave was thrown back in his chair. "The deal was clear, you were guaranteed 
success for I0 years in return for your soul. The IO years was up some months ago and you have not paid, so 
we are forced to take the soul of another, the soul of the person you hold dearest." Another hand flick and 
Taylor's heart monitor began to bleep furiously. The man walked to door and began to open it. 


Dave was now on his knees, tears streaming down his face, snot dribbling from his nose as he crawled across 


the floor after the man, sobbing and wailing. "Please no, please not Taylor, anything but Taylor. | will give you 
anything but please leave Taylor alone." 


"You wish to make a new deal David? A new deal to save the life of your lover?" The man's voice was soft and 


gentle belying the menace beneath. 
"Yes, yes, yes." Dave clawed at the man's legs. "Yes, whatever you want." 
The man pulled another sheath of papers from the briefcase and handed them to Dave. 


"These are our new terms David, be sure to read them well. | shall return in an hour." He left as silently as he 


had entered and as he closed the door Taylor's heart rate returned to normal. 
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Dave had read about the crossroad demon, in particular the story of Robert Johnson a blues singer who had 
sold his soul in return for becoming a blues guitarist, and he'd thought he needed the same kind of help. He'd 
never imagined it to be real but that night in 199I when he had turned up at the crossroads at a quarter to 
midnight and played his guitar he had discovered it was very real. He should have run, he should have turned 
around and never looked back but he was tired of sleeping on a couch ard living on mac and cheese from a 
box. He had signed the contract but he hadn't considered the consequences, and those consequences had now 


caught up with him leading to Taylor laying in a coma. 


Dave read every word on the new contract, every last word, then read them again to make sure he fully 
understood the deal. Taylor would live, that was the bottom line, Taylor's life would be spared and that was all 
that mattered to Dave. His hand shook as he signed on the dotted line, David Eric Grohl, with that simple 


signature Taylor's life was no longer in danger but the price was high. 


He climbed on the bed laying down next to Taylor, he took his hand in his own and brushed the blond hair away 


from his face. 

"You know | love you T, I've loved you from the day we met, and I've been so blessed that you loved me back. | 
never knew what real love was until | met you, you mean the world to me and | would do anything to keep you 
safe." 

Tears dripped from Dave's face soaking Taylor's pillow as he kissed his lover's lips. 

‘lm so sorry babe, when | realized that the IO years was up | didn't want to leave, | didn't want to leave you, | 
couldn't leave you. | thought | could ignore it and it would go away but the price has to be paid. | have to do 


this babe, its the only way. | love you so much, | will always love you." 


The door opened, the man was smiling as he closed it behind him. 


"Do you agree to the terms David?" 
"Yes" Dave whispered. "Yes. 

"Then we are done" The man picked up the signed papers and headed for the door. 

"You promise he will be ok?" Dave's eyes didn't leave Taylor's face 

"A deal is a deal David. | thought you would have learnt that lesson" The door clicked shut. 


Dave placed one last kiss on Taylor's lips before climbing off the bed, he dropped in to the chair and held his 
head in his hands. The price for Taylor's life was not Dave's soul, as per the original deal, it was far higher 


than that. 
In return for Taylor's life Dave had signed away his heart. 


The love that he shared with Taylor would be wiped away, it would cease to exist and all memory of their love 
would be erased from everyone's minds. Everyone that was except Dave. He alone would remember how in love 
he and Taylor had been, he alone would carry that love in his heart forever, he alone would hold the memories. 
He would remember every word they'd whispered to each other, every touch, every kiss, the feel of being 
inside Taylor, the look on his face when he came screaming Dave's name, the taste of his come, the feel of 


Taylor's mouth on him. 


And that love would never come back around, the final part of the deal was that Taylor would never love him 
again, he would find love again but not with Dave. So Dave would have to live with the memories of their love 
and stand by and watch Taylor give his love to someone else. It would be a living hell but it meant that Taylor 


would be alive and for that Dave was willing to sacrifice his happiness. 

A movement from the bed had Dave on his feet, Taylor's eyes flickered open and his head turned towards 
Dave. Hazel eyes gazed at him but the love that used to shine from them was gone. Tears trickled down 
Dave's face, Taylor was alive but their love was dead and he would have to learn to live with the pain 
"IFs going to be ok T" Dave smiled at Taylor. 

"Fuck off" 


And with those two words Dave knew the deal was signed, sealed and delivered. 


